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An Epitaph on the Reverend and 
truly pious Mr. John Rawle , B.D. 
made by his forrowful Friend 7. M. 


a Awlet’s Remains lodge in this humble Cave ; 
R As he was free from pride, fo as his Grave. 
But Virtue needs no Pyramids : Its worth 

Bribes not the Heraulds pains to blaze it forth. 

As Diamonds fhine by their own native Rayes, 
And Phoebus his own glittering beams difplays ; 

So great deferts are their own Monument : 

No Tomb, xo Epitaph So eloquent. 

Whilft others therefore their proud Marbles boaft ; 
He refts with greater honour, but lefs cof. 










On his Divine Poems. 


a... expect not here, the filth of th’ Stage, 
Poems that pleafe, but more debauch the Age. 





His chafter Mufe fuch heavenly firains doth fing, 
‘As Angels chant to their Immortal King. . » | 
By fuch pure harmony he tun'd his heart 

In she Celeftigl Choir to bear a part.' 
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Holy Communion 


Pt .Bit.GF LONe 


FOR. TH Es 


Due Receiving it. 


Ark, we are call’d O friends, Away; 

| (away, 
Allthings areready, make no mote delay. 
Are all things ready, and fhall only we, 

For whom they are prepar'd , unready be ? | 



















rise 


iit sistas 
sess eg ena tet ae 
itisiene i 
ABLE Pett 
meek ier 


is if 
SUatrtit it 
tse | 


he 
i 


ae 
i 


ii 


ie 


sieisielpaeancitititigiaiersnd 

i aH 
sti 

ee cee 


/ 


2 Poems upon feveral Occaftons. 


We that forbidden Fruit did long to tafte, 


Shan’t we, when call’d, to our Lord’s table hafte? 
When food provided is which will reftore 

The bleffednefs our eating loft before ? 

Let usthen haften, and this Call obey 5 


Tis with the Prince that we mult dine to day, 


Whole Sacred prefenee calls us to prepare ae 


And fit our felves; Haft muft not banifh care.“ 
Hither approach all fair and clean within 

From the defiling love of every fin, 

All bath’d in pureft ftreams of hallowed tears, 
Which help to wafh our ftains and drown our feats. 
The Souls firft dipt in this preparation flood, 

Are fit for farther cleanfing by Chrift’s blood. 
Repentance is a fecond innocence, é 
foyn’d with refolves for new obedience : | 
Draw nigh with faith and holy love adorn’d; | 
And deep humility, which, though it’s {corn’d ) 


, By 
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By blinder mortals, is, in Gods own Eye, 


The Souls true beauty, richeft gallantry : 





With ardent longings come, enflam’d to tat N 
The deepeft fweets of this divine repatt, 
The grace and comfort here diffus’d abroad, 
And on the well-prepared Soul beftow’d. 
Beg him to fit you thus who did invite 


You hither ; for both meat and appetite 





Do come from him: and by the hand that {pread 
Our Table, muft our Souls be furnifhed. 
And when in th’ Wedding garment we are dreft, 
With humble boldnef to this Sacred feaft 
Let us approach, this wondrous banquet, where 


The Matter of the Feaft becomes our cheer. 
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Holy Communion, 


© he E Son of God made Man, his life laid 
down : 

: ‘Tofave our Life ; to purchafe us a Crown, 

ce He bore the Crofs ; and that we might retain 

f The memory hereof, he did ordain 

His Sacred Supper as his Churches Feaft, 

When he beftows upon each humble Gueft. 

Thofe greater bleffings which he reprefents 

By Bread and Wine, the outward Elements ; 

He doth himfelf in this familiar way 


With Pardon, Grace, and Glory too convey 
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Tofuch, who, whilft by faith they thefe receive ; 

Tohim themfelves entirely back do give. 


Thus is a Marriage union finifht, and 
Chrift and the Soul linkt in a mutual band : 





Thus at one Feaft we mingle griefs and joyes, 





Chrif’s death and our own N uptials folemnize. ° 
And if indeed our Faith and Love herein 

Are with Repentance joyn’d, if we for fin 
Sincerely grieve, fincerely plight our Troth, 
In Heaven we fhall enjoy the fruits of Both. 



















ON THE 


Holy somumuntion. 


 U R bleffed Lord, who loved us, and gave 


y Himfelf for us, us by his death to fave ; 





That this his loveand death might never be 
Forgotten, hath ordain’d a feaft , when we | 
With grateful hearts fhould ftill record his love, 
And to bleft purpofes. his death improve. 

Oft let’s remember then, and praife our Lord 
At’s Holy Table, where he doth afford 

To worthy Guefts Peace, Pardon, Grace, and Joy, 
Pleafures that fatisfie but never cloy, 





And 
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| And let us ftill et Jefus in our fight, 

In all our a€tions by this Copy write ; 
That our dear Lord beholding us, may find 
His Sacred Image in our Life and. Mind. 
Thus let us with great Zeal and Holy fife 4 
Chrift’s death remember, imitate his Life. 

So fhall we grow in’grace, till from this ftate 
Our Lord to Glory fhall his friends tranflate? ~~ 
‘Then fhall we be where bleffed Jefus is, 

And feaft wichthimin pérfedt endlef blifs.” 











Oiretiios 
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DIRECTIONS 


FOR 


RECEIVING 


THE 


Holy sLommuntion. | 


‘Ops calls us to his Table, but who’ s fit 
In fuch an High and Holy place to fit? 


Only the Souls that are adorn’d with Graee, © 


May here in prefence of their Lord take place. 
Such whom the knowledge of his wondrous love 
To. deepeft forrow for their fins doth move 5 : 
Who place on him their Love and Confidence, 
And render a fincere Obedience | 
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To'allhis Laws : who make God’s Love their 

| ( Treafure, 
Preferring it above Wealth, Honour, Pleafure. 
Who do in Charity with all Men live, 
And thof who wrong them from their Heart 

forgive : 

Who pure and fober are in all their ways, 
And in God's Service vow to fpend theirdays. 
Art thou but fuch a one, thou art the Guett 
Whom Chrift bids welcome to this Heavenly F eal, 
With Love and Joy his Death Commemorate, 
Whilft here thou feed’ft ; and hereby Confécrate 
Thy felf entirely to him; and he will 
His promifes and thy defires fulfill. 
Hell own thee for his Servant, and beftow 
Such Bleffings as thou needeft here below : 
Even here he feals to thee Pardon and Peace, 
Andall thy Graces fhall receive increafe : 


iTS 
CF 
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Until at length he raifé thee far above, 

To tafte the fulleft Fruits of his dear love ; 
Where we no more fhall need our Bread and Wine, 
Ravifhe with glorious Sights and Joys Divine : 
Wherefore, who in thofe Heavenly Joys would 


( fhare; 
To [up with Chrift ov Earth let them prepare. 
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FOR 
EARLY RISING 


Los Day Mozning, 


His day our blefled Lord did early rife, 
Tt Letall his pious Servants do likewife ; 
His good Difciples rofe before the light , 

That hhis.dead Body they with fpices might 
And tears embalm ; then let devotion raife 

_ Us up to give our God and Saviour praife. 
Thus let our Songs of praife fhorten the night, 
Till we fhall come into that heavenly light, 


C 2 When 
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When we fhall.hear no more of nights and days, 
No more fhall ceafé to love, rejoyce and praife. 
O'bleft employments, thefe Saints truly bleft, 
Who thus emploi’d enjoy eternal reft ! 

This holy Reft let me this day begin ; 

Refting to God from bufinefs, care and Sin. 

And let mein thy day and fervice find, 
ia Such pleafure and fuch profit to my mind, 
tt As may excite meall the following Week, 


And my whole Life my deareft Lord to feek. 





Not. ina Garden, ora Cave of Stone; 

But in the Heavens,where on his glorious Throne, 

He doth exalted fit at God’s right Hand ; | 

Thoufands of Angels round about him ftand. 
There free from fin and forrow, floth and 


( ileep, 
(| 3 There let me an eternal Sabbath keep. 





Morning 


tiuisatisignectts 
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Morning Thoughts. 


Ye y Oth God and Satan by my Bed-fide ftand ; 


My Morning-thoughts are crav’d on either . 


hand : 
He that getsthefe, is like to have the day. 
What, then, fhall God be empty fent away ? 
No, Lord, but let the whole made holy be, 
By thefe Firft-fruits I offer up to thee. 
[ praife thee for this laft Nights quiet reft, © 
The Peace and Safety wherewith I am bleft. 
I praife thee, my good God, that to my fight 


Once more thou haft reftor’d the Morning-light : 
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My Strength and Time, which thou do’ft thus 
(renew, 

¥ Confecrate to thee, they are thy due. 

Be with me this whole day : Save me herein 
From danger, if thou pleafe, chiefly from fin. 

All the day long, Aord, keep me in thy fear ; 
And make me ever fenfible how near 

Thou art : Ia private, or in company, 

Let me remember thy all-feeing Eye 

Upon me plac’d, that I my felf may frame 
To do thy Will, to glorifie chy Name. 
{n fin with others let me not comply, 
But peak, act, think, as knowing thou art by. 
Good Lord, preferve me from ‘that hainous 


( Crime, 


Mif-fpence of fhort, uncertain, precious Time. 


O let me not my golden hours watt, 


But live this day as if it weremy laft :- 
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That I may mind the work I have to do: 
Set Death and Judgment, Heav’n and Hell in view. 
| Let me from Chrift my Head, frefh firength 

| | ( derive; 
That I by Faith in thy deat Son may live: 
Let me do others good, my felf at leaft ; 


| Let finthis day be weakned, grace increaft. 





‘Help me to fpendit fo, that I at Night 
May, looking back upon it, take delight 5 
And in Eternity thy Name may praife, 


For this, and all my well-improved Day. 





DIREGTIONS 


EVENING 


Dp Eview at Night the A@ions of the day; ; 
a. What time was well fpent, what was | 


( thrown away ¢ 
BlefS God for Mercies, and confefs the fin 


Thou know ft thou haft been guilty of therein. 


To God, through Chrift, for Pardon humibly pray # 


; 
| 


Refolve againtt it for the following day. 
Dare not to clofe thy eyes before thou make 


All Reckonings clear: Perhaps chow may’ft ava 





; 
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Before God’s Judgment-Seat: How dar’ft thou look 

Him in the Face, fhould he prefent a Book 

Of fins unpardon’d? But if thou haft made 

Thy Peace through Chrift, thou need’ft not be 
Cafraid 5 


| , Both Soul and Body are fécur’d from harms, 





Thou lodg'd in fucha gracious Fathers Arms : 
Who all his Children will in fafety keep, . 
And fo thou boldly may’f? go die, or fleep. 


staSetihomptatatagetets et Sethe tSBeee pee hae eee eeee ee 
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ON 


WHITSUNDAY. 


/* LL hail great day ! Day of our new 





€ Creation,’ 
And of Redemption the fare confirmation. 
Almighty Love, that did us firft create 

In holinefs and blifs, when from that ftate 

By our Apoftafie, our felves we threw 

into that ftate, doth us again renew ; 

This did the bleffed Jefus undertake, 

And by his Spirit wrought, which fol fake 


On us was {hed ; and which doth fully fhow, 








Chrift is God’s Son, by making Chriftians fo. 





He- 


Peer aeae 
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. He being now advanced on Gods right hand, 
Doth exerci his regal Power, and 
_ By all the Miracles of this great day, 
Not only doth his prefent power difplay ; 
But alfo. fhews his future purpofes , 
And doth effé& them by fuch figns as thefe, 
A rufhing Wind do his Difciples hear, 


4ind cloven fiery Tongues on them appear. 





God bothin Wind, and Fire, and Voice is here : 
| Through all the World this wind commotion 





(makes, 
Which both the Heathenifh State, and Jewith 
: ( thakes 


For not the Idol-temples fall alone 5 
But alfo that of the great § olomon ; 
|This fire foon grew into a mighty flame, 
And as if that ftrong wind had driven the 
(fame, 
D2 Through 
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Through the whole World. it did with brightnefs 
| ( thine, 
‘And did the World enlighten and refine. | 
Thofe Cloven Tongues,th’ Apoftles mouths did fill, 
‘And did convey to them fuch wondrous skill, °° 
Tn all the Languages the World had known, 4 
That they exactly fpoke them as their own: 
And whilft in thefe they do the Gofpel preach , ! 


(Ere oe 


Their hearers they do both furprife andi teach. 


| 


Thefe wereto them-Letters of Credence given, > 


To fhew their Embafly deriv'd from Heaven. — 
What God inflicted once for punifhment, 


j | Now asa bleffing on the World is fent. | 
Wariety of Tongues that did difperfe 

All Nations, now unites. the U niverfe. 
The Babel-builders it did then confound ; 


Bug now the Chriftian Church even from the 





( ground, | 
Tol 
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| To fucha vatt firm ftructure doth it raife; 

As may engage Spectators to his praife , 

Whofe wifdom can make all things ferve his ends, 

: The fame thing hurts his Foes, and helps his 

: c | (Friends. 
What to th’ Apoftles he did then direct, 
Hath on each fingle Chriftian fome effect. | 





O Sacred Spirit, within my Soul repeat 

Thefe bleffings, which once made this day fo 
| ( great ; 

Breath thou upon me withthat heavenly Wind) 

Which may refrefh and purifie my Mind ; 

Kindle within me and preferve that fire, 

Which may with holy love my Breaft infpire, 

And with an A€tive zeal my mind enflame , 

To do thy will, to glorifie thy name. 

Furnifh me richly both with gifts and Grace 


To fit me forthe duties of my place : 
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So open thou my Lips, my Heart { raife, ‘ | 
_ That both my Heart and Mouth may give thee 
geiikid 2 : | ( praife,” 
As in thy Temple; keep there refidence 
Within) my Soul, and never part from thence, 
Till Lam fram‘d and fitted by thy Hand , 
A Pillar in God’s Houfe above to ftand. 








ties yeasts 
























ON 
Ateenfion Pay. 
RT thou afcended bleffed Lord on high ¢ " | 
A And doI on this earth ftill grovelling lye, | \ : 


An muddy, {enfual, fading pleafures drown’d, 
Where pain and grief, horrours and Hell are found 2 


Opity , deareft Lord, fome pity take 





Ona poor fainting Soul for thy names fake : 
Help Lord, Lord help, to thee I lift mine Eyes, Ki 
Stretch forth thy helping hand, and make me rife, | \ 
© raife my finking Soul above the Mud 3 

And dirt of low delights, which Fleth and Blood 


Relith 
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Relifh and crave: Let my exalted mind 
It’s pleafures in thy Love and Service find 5 
But ne’t let that feem pleafant to my tafte, 
Which grievesthy Spirit, -and doth my Confcience 
€ watte 5 

Keep my Soul mindful of its heavenly birth, 

That it may Heaven-ward tend, wean'd from this | 

( Ea [ 

By all my falls upon this flippery Ground, i 
Grant that I nearer may to Heaven rebound, i 
And letall ftreams of comfort here below, 
Up to the Fountain lead me whence they flow. | 
Let Faith, and Love, and Longings raife my Heart 
Up to the blifsful place where Lord thou art ; | 
Let my chief joy {pring from this Faith, and Lovey 






od 


Till I afcend to thee, and joyes above. 





oper 





















| The hearts, which love unites in loyal bands, 
| Are chaindas fatt, as by their tongues and hands, 
Even thus am 1 inheart engag’d,, my mind 

Is firmly fit, buton no Female-kind : | 

: ‘The bleffed Jefius is my Lord,-my Love 7 | : | 
He is my choice, from him Til never move. 
Away, then, all you objects that divert, 


And feek to draw from my dear Lord my heart ; 
E Go | 
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Go, Riches, Honours, Beauty, Bravery, go, 
Temptthefe mean Souls who nothing better know. 
That uncreated Beauty, which hath gain’d 

My ravifht Heart, hath all your glory ftain’d ; 
His lovelinefs my Soul hath prepoffeft, | 

And left no room for any other gueft : 

Ceafe then with knockings to affault my Door, 
Difturb not my repofe, attempt no more 

Thefé gates which to the King of Glory be 
Made to fly open, and to none but he. 

For him I figh, I wifhly look, and long 

To be releas’d from this enfnaring throng 

Of poor bewildred Mortals, from whofe fight 
My Sout doth meditate a nobler flight 

Into the Regions of eternal Joy; 

Where nothing fhallher blefsful peace arinoy 5 
There's her own home, her Country’s there above, 
‘That blefled Land of Life, of Light and Love 5 

There 
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There my dear Friends fled hence, with Godare 
( bleft ; 
Thither are {wiftly hafting all the reft ; 
There lives my Lord, and there I long to live, 
He gave thefe longings, and himfelf will give, 
Haft then, pale Death, accomplifh my defign ; 
Thou that break’ others wedlocks, finifh 
| ( mine. 
This naked brea ftrike with thy fharpeft Dart, 
The fweeteft Cordial to a fainting Heart. 


~ Releafe my pained Soul from this dull clod 





Of prifoning Earth, and take her to her God, 
That there fhe may her Nuptials folemnize, 


Where neither Sin nor Death fhall {poil het 


| ( Joys. 
Lord, hear thefe groanings, and fome pity take 


On a poor gafping Soul, which fox thy fake, 


E 2 . (From 













ey) 
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From shitty home, Freinds, Joys;“andall would 
, ( Parl 


‘To be with thee for ever where thou art. - 





O-make? me: meet for: this: Tranflation + sa ait 
Then on this happy mefhige: death command. 
In the meantime, Lord, fhew-thy felf eto! me; if 
‘Till thou halt. pleafe t6'take me ‘up to thee... 
Soto mine Eyes thy glory fill difplay, 


That they may never look another ‘way.o% 20 | 





So let. me tafte the fweetnefs of thy Lovey: : 






‘That no allurements may my mind oftce-move. 






Quicken my longings, and encreafe that flame, - 


» Whic 






h Heaven-wards -lifts'the Soul frompawwhence 









“ont itecame. 






Let flames of holy Love all others burn, 





And oppofition into fewel turn. 






it Let thy Sun-beams on a dark heart thine clear,:.". 









Allour earth kindled fires will difappear. 
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In thee now let me find fo much of Reft, 





As may with more impatience fill my breaft; 

Till fill’d with thee, the pains of love increafe, 

“Fill-they fhall ina full fruition-ceafe. 

So feize on me, that we ne’re more may part ; 

Till ‘thou fhalt take my Soul, Lord, keep my 

( heart, 

And dwell i in me, till I with thee fhall dwell. 

EE: his Barth with thee is Heaven; 7 without’ ‘thee; ; 
: ( Hell. 


De me, fome kind Spirit, tell, 
How comes death fo terrible ? 


Thou, who art already fled in triumph, fay, 


Why the embodied Soul is fo in love with Clay ? 
By what ftrange Magnetifms woo'd, 

She fo adheres to Flefh and Blood? 

That fate muft force her from that dull abode, 


“a 


Or 
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Or fhe would groveling lye, 

Th’ eternal Tenant of Mortality, 

The wretch whom a malignant Fever fires; 
And at each pore in liquid flame expires, 
Cold death's refrefhing hands to fhun, 
Doth to th’ unkinder Doétor run, 
‘For Juleps, Bliftririgs, and Phlebotomy, 
And other medicinal Artillery ; 
The Fever’s variquifh’d, and the Man is free ; 
‘But allthis ftir and torment only gains 
The priviledge of being rack’d again by thefe, 
Or the feverer pains — 

Of fome more mercilefs Difeafe. 

Had not the Patient better fled to’ a Tomb, | 
Th’ Afylum which diftempers give, but where 


( they never come ? 
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if 1! | 7 oft} ; 


A 


Old age it felf, which, one ie would guels, 


Should with 2 kind of luft 
Lye down and fleep i in Duft, 





; Does yet the grand fatigue of life carels, 
And gapes for its laft dregs with a 
a Chae 
When the dull eyes ait ituous — is lof, 
Like cooling Metals, fixt by Winters Fred 
When the bald Head depopulate and bare” | 
Looks white like fome {mooth Globe of Ice: 
And of its once fair flourifhing {pring the Hair 
All that remains will not fuffice 
The mighty fumm to count, : 
To which the numerous Years that have.gone ort 
| ( amount ; 
Yet even thisfeeble piece of Hums and Ha’s, 
‘Thats but the Monument of what he was, 


Dotlr j 





















Doth with his Cordials and Elixirs treat, 


To make his wearied Pulfes beat 

With momentary’ heat ; 

Still he abhors the difmal ‘thoughts of Death, 
Bail on his puard he ftands, | 
And. fain:he would defend his breath 

’Gainft the’ great Conquerour's ftroke, though but 


ie C with Crutches in his hands. 
Elks 


Strange Riddle ‘of myfterious defire, 

That Man fhould hope his vital fire 
Should Veftal prove, and ne’re expire : 
That he fhould wifh th’ Eclipfed beams, - 
Like Arethufa, under ground might ftray 
Ina decrepit Body’s dark} inglorious way> 
And never difembogue their fhining ftreams 


Yato the glorious Ocean of inexhaufted day. 


Sot S9S STI HRA ST SS eS 
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Is this the. Reafon which we fo much boaft, | 

That fure unerring Guide, 

No lefs our fafety than our’ pride; 

And would this. have us ina tempeft ride, 

And endlefly be toft ? 

When one kind Shipwrack would convey us to our’ 
(native Coaft, 

A coaft where we might -pleafure tafte , 


a='s?] 








High with the guft of all peril paft. 








Where a perpetual {pring of blifs 





Blooming in all the rich Luxuriancies 






Of never withering Ecftafis, 






Satiates but does not cloy 
The ravifh’'d mind, 
And no Tears fall, butthole of joy 










Which, N7lus like, while they orewhelm are kind. 





ty. 












; 
: 





| 
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IV. 


But though with all this pomp of words we prate, 
And paint the happy glories | 
Which grace the triumphs ofa future State ; 
Yet fure we thmk ’em fenflefs {tories, 
The pageantry of fome diftempered Head, 
Which fancies Pencil did delineate, 
The broken vifions of the living when they 
( dream’d ’oth’ dead. 
That weare fo loth to die, 
Proceeds from infidelity ; 
For whatfoe’re the mighty Men of Senfe, 
Thofe skulls of Axiome and Philofophy, 
By reafons Telefcope pretend t’ evince, 
Beyond this World we can no other fee, 


And not to be 


Satesmpstetereteesitgsesemesissatsee 
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Worfe than lifes greateft ftorm appears, — 
Than all its Hurricanes of hopes and fears ; 
So fome baulkt Gamefter who hath but one poor 

| ( Stake — 
Left of his Stock, and knows not when he may 
Get more to keep in play, 
Does his laft chance with trembling take, 
And fain he would the fatal throw delay, 


‘The Box once loft to him for ever’s paft away. 


Ne 








Or if we’re fully fatisfied, 





The Soul is to Divinity allied, 






That its impenetrable hypoftafis 






Xs of a lafting and fubftantial make, 






Which Death's arreft can never fhake ; 






But from our f{Cattered.Afhes fhall arife, 


Bekindled with exhalted energies : 
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If this her fixt perfwafion be, 
- DoubtlefS’tis guilt that makes us pale, and grone, 
When fate fends out the black Decree 
| 
Of diffolution. 
| As adebauch’t Gallant 
That's juft embarquing for a foreign Land, 
"Midi throngs of Creditors does worried ftand, 


: 


Who for quick payment with wild fury rant: 

So Confcience rallies up, | 

Of crimes the worft, of Debts ten thoufand Bills, 

Embitters with new poyfons Death’s ungrateful | 
( Cup, 

And the departing Soul with fhame and horror fills. 

So that Mankind doth lye 

Under a fad neceflity 

Of ftrong defire to live, and wretched fear to die : 

Which way fo ere'their faith they turn, | | 

A forcible Dilemma’s Horn | 


Wounds 
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Wounds them in each Hypothefis : 
The Atheift would for ever live in this, 
’Caufe there’sno other World; the Theift, ‘caufé 


( thereis. 


By Mr. Walrond of All Souls. 


Ax addition by another hand. 





But the true Chriftian whofe firm Faith doth 





(fway 
His Heart and Life, who humbly doth obey 








That Gofpel he believes, and in good earneft 
( make, 

Heaven his end, and Holinef the way 

I Wherein he conftantly doth walk, 

: Whilft he thro’ this low World his journey takes, 

And 
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fod ‘leaves great things which others ufe to talk. 
‘This gallant Man can Death outbrave, 


Which ifa Monarch fear, thatMonarch is a Slave: 





‘Mean Slave is he who fearsto die, 


: 
: 


He lives, yea dies in daily fear ; 
Deaththo” far off he thinks and makes it near, 


Afraid of every Man that paffeth by, 


Of every Beaft and Bird, and every Fly, 

}Of every Bit and every Draught, 

Which is ever poyfoned by his own dire thought. 
Fain the poor Wretch- would longer live, 

And yet he fears what longer Life mutt give. 

He dare not Eat, he dare not Sleep, 

‘Tho’ thoufand armed Guards fri@ watch do 

( keep : 
O're him the mighty Prifoner Day and Night 


| They watch asif “twere'to prevent his fight. 


Thefe 





SeiohevdjsieSeltaseceletttedeiajeti fe aaelecSpe tess 





40 Poems upon feveral Occafions. 











af ll Thefe aw’d with threats and hir’d with great 
tl € rewards; 
To keep him fafe, yet cannot fave his breaft > 
From fears which ftill difturb his reft : | 


Alas the Tyrant fears thofé very armed Guards; 
V Li 


But the true Chriftian free 


From this ignoble painful flavery, 









O're fear of Death has got the Victory, 





And o’re the love of Life and all that’s here 





Which this low Life to Mortals doth endear, 
His Soul by Grace refin’d from droffie Earth, 
From fordid Lufts and love of Sin, 







( 






Made mindful of its own high Birth ; 





Tt will not be confin’d within 






Thee 





eeieadebe sa Star airres teeere Sear ot seer Dy ba eer een oi 
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Thefe narrow bounds of Matter and of Time, 


Bat up into Eternity .will clime, 
With wings. of Faith and fervent Love doth foar 


| To the Aithereal Regions there to fhare 


Thofe Glories which our. Lord is gone, before 





For all his faithful Followers to prepare ; , a | | 

Our Lord who. drove away dark fhades: of Night, | 

Brought Life and Immortality to light, 

And with that darknefs banifht fear, 

And by that Light our minds did chear.; 

The Chriftian he doth teach to wait, 

And long for Death that fhall tranflate 

His Soul: to its moft. blifstuk State ; 

And makes him patient to endure 

The cares of Life, or miferies of old Age, 

Even when the torturing Stone, the Gout or Colick 
( tage, 


He bears with courage whiat he cannot cure. 


Bisheyagesesespagecesattdesecaiegs fe sisteseie Sehele@aia ste sasgapesesasecederetetetede tetrsssebenea aoe 
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VIII. 
. Not love of Life but hope of Heaven does give 
This courage, and makes him content tolive ; 


In midft-of Racks and cruel Pain, 





Who in the midft of joys counts Death his gain. 


Strong and untir’d, he atts th’ allotted part, 






Undauntedly he bears th’ inflicted {mart, 






Not that he fondly cares {till to repeat 






“Lifes tediotls Circle, ftill'to' eat, 
To Drink, to Talk, to Work and Sleep, 
Still to roll the Stone wp Hill, 








The Stone which tumbles downward: fill + 






Only he knows‘he mutt his Station keep 





Untill the Gencral bids found a Retreat, 






And wher he hears that joyful found, 






Gladly he doth himfelf prepare 






TFomarch away ; and-doth himfelf his breaft make 
Wher 





bare : 
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When Death draws nigh to give the healing 


( wound, 


He dare not on his Life commit a Rape, 


| 
H 


Heaven is not taken by that Violence, 





But he dare meet Death in the horrid’ft fhape ; 
He nothing fears from that kind Providence, 
Which wifely orders all, | 
Axes, and Halters, Flames and Swords, | | 
Whatever elfé we dreadful call, 

What are they all but Bugbear words 

To fright weak Childifh minds, but cannot t fi icht 
That Manof Wifdom and of Might, 

The valiant Chriftian not afaid to aie 2 


For Death is all chofe great words fignife. 
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Tf Death be‘all, what ats the zood Man care, | : 
Whether an Halter or a Quinfi 1€ choke, 

And ftop that breath which he doth freely yield 5 
Whether an Ax or Apoplexy give the Stroke, 
The gentle Stroke of Death : = 

The good Man generoufly dare 

In a good caufe die in the open Field, 

As well as in his Bed give up his breath : 

Nor does he fear the ftormy Ocean’ 5 Wave, 

In a Sea Monfters Paunch dare make his Grave, 
Is unconcern’d whether he expire 

In fome Malignant Fevers fire, 

Or in the nobler flames of Martyrdom, 


Eltas-like, he be condu€ted home. 

















TEDSTER REET re Sea ret pce perececeteretssse ls pietheate spies eieseinteebies. 























| O're all he is a Conqueror, 
| And fomewhat more ; 
Ith’ midft of all hécan in triumph fing, 


O Death where is thy Sting ? 


a ee 


Of that long fince thou was bereft, 
| For in our dying Lord that ‘fting was les 
tn ftead whercol. Death 1 now hath got a Wing, 
Which helps to oan, the Heaven born Soul on 
| ( High, 
| When once relkas’d: from this dulleatthly’Clod, | 
| There the free Soul to her own home doth fly, | 
| For ever thereto make her bleft abode 5, 
’ Where {he no more doth sfear to Gnijiee {mart, or 
C die, 


But there fheclearly doth behold her God, 


Her God fhe there loves and-enjoys eternally. 


Midnight 
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Midnight Meditations, 


~O.OK here, my Soul, how: fparkling and 
| Chow bright 

Thefe Stars ‘do! fhine incthis cold frofty N ight 5. ; 

From the Sun’s abfence’ they advantage take, 

Their native luftre vifible to make ; 

Pheir beamis fet in artay adorn the!Skie 

Asif they did Nights black approach defie ; 

This cold which freezeth ag it does but clear 


The Air, and make their brightnef$ more appear : 
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‘Let thefe fair Stars be patterns unto thee 
_ And teachers too f{hewing what thou fhould’ft be, 
When facred Providence the Heavenly Law, | 

_ Made up of Love and Wifdom, fhall withdraw. 

| That pleafing Sun-fhine of profperity, 

Which from thy Cradle hath attended thee, We 
And by its Revolutions {hall this ftate l a 

| Into afflictions dark cold night tranflate ; | 

_ Or if thy body ficknefs fhould confine 

| To a dark room to languifh there and_pine 

In pain, or malice fhould attempt thy fame; 

And with black Slanders ftrive to cloud thy name ; ~ 
Or what's thought worfe than either, fhould 
| | € thou be 

. Stark naked ftript‘and pincht by Poverty ; 

Or fhouldft thou be tur-fome great merit. fent | 


"Fo a dark Prifon or a Banifhment : 
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Then mufter ali thy fowess up, ‘O my Soul, 254 
‘Whote fhining may thefe Clouds of Night con= 
3 (troul: 
Let all thefe oppofitions ferve to raile 
But greater Trophies to thy virtue’s Praife ; 
Virtue like valour is a thing ne’ré’ known, | 
If in encountring dangers never fhown: ' 


Now let abright un{potted innocence 











In fweet Contentment, Courage, Patience, 









Shed its mild beams, let Hope and Joy difplay 






Luitres which turn night into lightfome day. 


So fhall the Darknets as a foil be friend 










Thy Beauty, and a greater glory lend: 






So thy Hclipfe fhall but attract more Eyes ; 






So from oppreffion thou fhalt greater rife ; 






So by our treading thrives the Chamomil, 






As if our feet did but manure the Soil ; 





Nor is affliCtion’s night the only cafe 






Wherein’ | 

























» 
f 


Ei 


f 
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Wherein thy brightnefs fhould the dark fhades 
| ( chafe, 
But when my Soul temptations unto Sin, | 
Like foggy darkning mits, fhall from within; 

Or from without arife, ftriving to ftain 

And fully thee with guilt ; then let disdain 
Break forth in virtuous Sparklings, and difpel 
Thofe noyfome Vapours which arife from Hell : 
Yea when at laft that King of terrors, Death, 
Shall fummon thee to yield thy utmoft Breath, 
And with its difmal fhape ftrive to affright 
Thee withthe horror of eternal night ; 

With an undaunted mind his Meffage hear, 

With chearful {miling looks his prefence bear, 
Dread not his afpect , -tura not from his Dart, 
But with refolvednefs prefent thy Heart ; 

Thy Heart now burning moft with Heavenly fire 
Which Heayenwards wafts thee , there thou fhalt 


expire, H True 
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True Pheenix in the flames of Love and Joy : 
Death fhall not burtthee, thou fhalt it deftroy, 
And thoughto Mortal Eyes thou difappear, 
‘Thou fhalt fhine brighter in an higher Sphear, 
Even like thefe Stars thou n’ere fhalt find a Night, 
But fhalt be fwallowed up in greater Light. 
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! A Defcription of True Prayer, wbe- 


| ther with a Form, or without. 


OD isaSpirit, and im Spirit will 

| G;, us be Worfhipp’d : But this Holy skiff 

: Of Worfhipping aright isnot an Art 

Of Words from Brain or Book, but inthe Heart 

‘Tis pla’d. An Heart that with the Lips doth 
| ( move, 
Venting the breathings of its inward Love. 
An Heart that's awed with greateft Reverence, 
Which may-confift with filial Confidence : 

An Heart whofe ardent longings do afpire 


After thofe Bleffings which our Tongues defire, 


Toa bis ebelee bb las shies See rteerentce sere Set eis, 
eheSstitatscnlesceastsesecstsegs ae isisaceeesess 
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And puts upon endeavours to attain 
The grace we crave, which elfe we crave in vain, 
This Heart prays tight, fuch Cordial Prayers as | : 
(thefe 7 
Profit our felves, and doour Maker pleate. 


Thus let us pray, and when we end our days, 


Prayer {ball be chang’d for everlafting Praife. 
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| How to get and keep a quiet Mind in 


all. Conditions. 


Ouldft thou enjoy an eafie quiet mind, 





Let thy own will to God’s will be | 
Crefign’d : 

Follow his conduct, ferve him with delight, 

With Pious awe live ftill as in his fight : 

Banifh fond Dreams of earthly happinefs, 

With Prudence ufe the Goods thou doft poffels. 

To Proud and Sickly Fancy give no place, 

But follow Nature over-ruled by Grace. 

Nature craves little, Grace fometimes takes lef5 ; 


Pride, Avarice and Luft demand excefs. 


Examine 
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Examine well all earthly things, and fee 





Thy love but to their worth proportion’d be. 






Let not excefs of Joy corrupt thy mind, 



















Pleafures too lufcious leave a fting behind : / 
Regarding this World as a Travellers Stage, | 
Seek the delight but ofa Pilgrimage ; 

Converfe withthy own mind, get {fo much leifure 
As oft to entertain thy felf with pleafure, 

Whom Crouds of Men and bufinefs ftill employ, 
Sich not themfelves, nor Friends, nor God enjoy. 
In all enjoyments moft God’s goodnefs tafte, 

"Tn all defigns make him the firft and laft. 

Let Joysand Pains both quicken holy Love, © 

And earneft longings after God above. 

Never. depend on things without thy power, 
Thingswhich chance may,time quickly will devour. 
~Calmly forethink what evils may betide, 

Not to torment thy felf but to provide 


Courage 




























Courage and Comfort which attend the Wile, 
| Whilft common changes are no great furprife, 
Torule the outward World never defign, 
This is God’s work, to rule thy Paffions thine: 
Doing thy part leave all to him who knows 
How all events moft wifely to difpofe. 
: All thy defires make known to God in Prayer y 
And then alone on God caft all thy care. 
Mind not the World's opinion much, nor grow 
Unhappy meerly ’caufe Men think thee { : 

Their thoughts or words can leave no mark 

| ( behind ; 

Thy felf doft make th’ impreffion on thy mind. 





| If thou feel real {mart, make it not more : 
| Anger and Grief do but increafé the Sore. 
Know that the greateft hurtsare from within, 


And mifery proceeds only from Sin. 


Sin 
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Sin above all things flee, and never ceafe, 
Till chou with God thro’ Chrift haft made thy 


( Peace : | 







Andall thy Life purfue that innocence, 





And ufefulnefs which inward joyes difpence. 
















Grow in all Grace, chiefly in Holy Love 
ij oF o Godand Man, which fits for Heaven above : 
In hope whereof rejoyce, and fo partake 
The. firft-fruits of thofe joys which Heaven’ do 

( make ; 
Yea fiow the Soul that with his God doth dwell, 
By Faith and Love, finds Heaven within a Cell, 
Then wholly liveon God, make him thy all; : 
With Faith and Patience waiting for Death’s call. 
Thy Soul thus fixt; nothimg can much annoy, 


Till God fhall fix thee in eternal joy. 








S43 13ts Posse Oo Satie 
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\ & ip 





| A 
PRESERVATIVE 
* AGAINST 


| i... when ‘Temptations do begin, 


Satan Would have; God would svc have. 
( thee fin. 
Satan and God about thee do contend : 
Which do’ft thou think, chy Foe, and which tl 
| ( Friend: 
Thy Fleth, be fure, with Satan foon will joyn: 
Wile chou with both againft thy God combine? 
O horrid and unheard of Treachery ! to clofe 
- Agaimft our deareft Friend with Mortal Foes ; 
| Againft 


Ts sas pueesesestaeses 
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Againft our Friend, who came to give'us aid, 


f 


Left we to thofe our Foes fhould be betray’d. 
Shall Satan, by thy help, obtain the day 





Whil’ft God as griev'd and conquer'd, goes away ? 
Shall Satan be imbrac'd, whilft God fliall be f 
Refitted, fo that he will flie from thee ? 


What, fhall che Spirit’s movings on our Hearts 





Be quencht, and not the Devilsfiery Darts ? 
emember then the beft and worft of fin, 
Thy Flefh and Satan take delight therein ; 
Both thy fore Enemies : But then believe 
Yt wounds thy Soul, and doth God's Spirit grieve. 
Satan and Sin their Servants do deftroy, 
God to his Servants gives eternal joy. 
Wherefore, O Lord, Iyieldmy felf to thee, 

* Let not fin have dominion over me. | 
‘Thy eafie Yoak Pll wear, when that’s laid down, 
Let thy Free grace duchy afe a glorious Crown. 

ae 
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SOLITUDE. 


1. 


W Elcome {weet Solitude, who loves not 
= | ( thee, 


Loves not himfelf : for only he 


Who from the bufie throng is quit, 
_ He to retire into himfelf is free, 


He with himfelf may fit. 
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11. 


Than our Dear felf is any thing more Dear? : 
: Shall we then feem to hate or fear rs 
What moft we love? yet fo do they 
Who rather had be rambling here, and there, 
Than with them {elves to bit 


tit, 


Some hideous frightful thing there i is within, 
Even a confcioufnefs of Sin: 
That if alone doth them affright ; 
Which to torment them when it doth begin, 


Straightway they take their flight. 
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LY: 


Even! from.themfelves poor Men they ftrive to fly:; 
Thruft into. vicious Company, 
There hoping for a little Peace 

Brom Noife, from Sport, from Riot, and, {ee 
Their Torments they increafc. 


Y: 


JW ho weary of himfelf, himfelf fill flies , 
And Vice for a diverfion tries ; ; 
Hence greater wearinefs fhall feel ; 

The Plaifter which his folly doth devife, 


Wounds worte than did the Steel, . 
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Vi. 


Thus the Slave loaden with bis Guilt and Chain; 
from Prifon breaks, but not from pain ; 
His Irons gall him in the road, 
Untill at laft he’s hurried back again 
To feela double Load, 


VIL. 


Thus in the numerous herd, the wounded Hart 
Would fhroud himfelf, bute ftill the Dart 
Sticks in his Flefh, widens his Wound; 

He cannot in the Croud fhake off his fimart, 
Nor {cape the following Hound. 


VIIL 


pPeverere svtyerteurs 
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ViitL 


| Then welcome, Solitude, abhor’d by none, 
| But Fools and vicious Men alone ; 6 
Whilft courted by the Wife and Good, 
; Who by Fruition have its bleffings known, 
Its pleafure’s underftood. 

Ux 


| Whilft they: hither, from the World remove, 





In all that’s Good they do improve, 
And here where nothing can annoy, 


Rendring themfelves worthy of their own love, 


‘Fhemfelves they do enjoy. 
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x. 


Wearied with Noife and Hurry here, we have 
The Reft and Silence of a Grave ; 
z ‘The ‘Mind too freed from ftir and noife, : 


Begins to feel what pious minds mioft crave; 


Foretafts of Heavenly joyes: 
». F 


The Moon from view. retir’d,. receives. moft light 
From Heaven, and Heaven-ward fhines moft 
(bright : 
But what time we her Full do call, 
When fhe comes forth expos’d to common fights 


Tis then Eclipfes fall. 
XII. 
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X11. 


Here Virtue’s fixt,which juftling Crouds did fhake } 
Here it doth Sanctuary take, 
When Luftsand Paffions it purfue 5 

Here gathering ftrength, doth brave refiftance 


(make, 
And all her Foes fubdue. 


XITT. 





The mind exhaufted by the multitude, 

Here hath its ftrength renew'd ; 

Like Fields oppreft by eonftant Plough, 
It doth when Fallow laid in Solitude, 


More Rich and Fertile grow. 
















Tts3 
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XIV. 


‘They who from others feem the moft reclufe, 


For others Good moft Fruit produce ; 
Who labour under Ground, there find 

The Gold which after ferves for common ufe, 
And doth enrich Mankind. 


Xx V. 


Rich Streams of Bleffings from the Hermits cell 
O'reflow the World, which none can tell 
From whence they flow, but like fome 

( Fountain, 

Unknown as th’ headof Nile, he oft doth dwell 

Yn the ob{curer Mountain. 


XVI. 
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Oey a 


The learned tribe whofe works the World do blefs, 
| Finith thofe works in fome recefs ; 

Both the Philofopher and Divine, 
And Poets. moft who fill make their addrefs 


In private to the Nine. 


XVIL 


Thus on the Bagks of ‘Bhames great Cowley chole 
His private Chertfey for repote ; 
Cowley whofe Verie like thofe rich ftreams > 
So deep, as clear, in various numbers flows, 


And long fhall laft as Thames. 





K 2 
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THE 


Sum of our Duty. 


4 


| Qve God with all thy Heart and Soul, and 
L ( Mind ; 
To Friend and Foe be juft, be true and kind. 
Obey thy Parents, and thy Rulers Laws ; 
Never rebel, but fuffer’ in God’s Caufe. 
Be Meek and Patient, Humble, Sober, Chatft, 
In thefe good ways be conftant to the laft. 
And when thou haft done all, then humbly cry, 
An ulclefs, finful Servant, Lord, am I. | 


My 
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| 
| 


| My ftrength and grace is fromthy Holy Spirit ; 
| My hope is in thy Mercies, and Chrift’s Merit, 
Whilft here I live, let not thy Spirit leave me ; 
| And when I die, O Bleffed Lord, Receive me, 
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Whilft Twas hearing Mufick, 
Feb, “ts 16gae 


Ord, take my Soul, and tune it to thy will, 

L It wanteth tuning, but thou want’ no 
C skill. 

O let thy Grace my giind bring into frame, 

So fhall I love and praife thy glorious name. 

In thy great goodnefs fhall my heart rejoyce, 

Thy goodnefs I will praife with chearful voice : ~ 

Alfo my Life Tl ftudy foto frame , ™ | 


That all my works may glorifie thy name. 
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Thus ope iy Feet, my Tongue and Heart 
(agree, 

This harmony thou lov’'ft, this pleafeth me; 

| Thus will I {pend my time on Earth, thus I 

Will ferve thee whilft I live, and when I die, 

i in a nobler fort thy name will praife, 


‘Let Grace raife me, fo Pl thy Glory raig, 
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On a great ‘Thunderand Storm, | 

June 1. 1671. q 

“de Y power, O Great Fehovah, I adore, { 
| Whofe voice in Thunder through the 

| (Clouds doth roar 


This voice I'l entertain with awful fear, 





With greater aw I will thy threatnings hear or 


Thy lightning which doth pierce where ’tis not 


C tele, 


it {pares my Body, but my heart fhall mele : ? 





Much more thy Spirit fhall, whofe flames divine © 


Confume our lufts, but do our Souls refine. 






Showers. 
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“shown which guth forth, when the Clouds broken 
( be; 

/Purge Me and th’ Air, foften the Earth and Me. 


| | Afflictions, Storms and Showrs of Love and Peace, |) . 





“This Purity and Softnefs fhall encreafe: 
| Thus Far, and Eye, and Mind, Reafon and Senfe, 
: Each hath its Object, learns its Leffon thence. 
| Which way fo ere I turn my eye or thought, 
| I fomething find, whence Piety is taught. | 
| Lord teach me ever duly to improve 


| The tokens of thy Wifdom, Pow’r and Love. 
: 


Calmnefs 
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Made in a Stormy Fourney, Septemb. 167 2. 


rN rough foul Ways, my Mind is finooth and 





(clear; - 
When the Winds roar, then do I loudeft Sing : 


When tthe Sky low’rs, Smiles in my Looks appear : 
Clouds weeping Rain, no Tear from me can wring, 
What is it can difturbthat inward Peace, 
Which from difturbances receives increafe> 
This Wifdom, and this Courage, fometimes I 


Can in my little Stormy Journies uk: 
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In th’ Storms of Life, there’s mach more reafon why 
|The fame brave Refolution I fhould chue. 
| Life isa Journey full of Troubles; thefe, 
_ Wifdom may turn into Advantages. 
Do I grow poor? Ple more enrich my Mind. 
'Am I defam’d? Tle make my Virtue fhine 
More brightly through thofe Mifts; are Friends 
Cunkind? 
‘God fhall be dearer. Doth my Health decline 2. 
My Soul to Heaven fhall thrive; when Death 
| ( fhall give 
The mortal Wound, then fhall 1 truly live. 
Thus the great Hercules , from Funo’s fpite 
| Favours receiv’d, this made his fame encreate ; 
Firft Toils and Dangers gave him firft Delight 
- And Glory ; thus the martial Man is Peace; 
| Not to bare chance, and quiet times, would owe, 
But to the Valour which fubdues his Foe. 


Live O das 




























76 Poems upon feveral Occafons. 













© daring conqu’ring Virtue ’tis, we prize, 
afi | As this claims Glory as its juft defert: 
Shelves, Sands, and Tempefts are the Exercife : 
And Honour of the skilful Pilots Art. 





Who boafts a Virtue that was never trid, 
Isa {tout Seaman by a Fire-fide. 
Great Praife we to our wife Creator owe, 
Whotho he hath not (which heeas’ly could) 
Made all things {weet and {mooth’; to make them fo, 
Gives usthe pow’r ; all Earth he made not hla: | 
But gives th’ Elixir which can doas much, 


Turning courfe Stones to pure Gold,by its touch, 





Soe 3 
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On the Rain that fell in June 81. after 
a long Drought , from the beginning of 
April; begun in my fourney. 


Oi Hilft, gracious Lord, thy Creatures all a- 


(round, 





Give thee what praife they can, fhall Man be 
| (found 

The only fenflefs, dull and filent Thing? 

Shall he be mute, whilft ev’n the Fields do fing? 

Their pleafednefs is in their Colour feen ; | 

How foon the parched Earth looks frefh and green! 

The thankful Corn its head doth humbly bend, 


Flow’rs and Herbs, fweet Odors heaven-ward fend. 
The 


an 


boar Boasies 
Stith 
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The chearful Birds, which in all Weathers fing. , 






And thereby chide and fhame Mans murmuring, 






Now ufe their utmoft Art, and ftrain their Throats, 






THe: To warble forth their {weet melodious Notes, | 






| "i | The duller Beafts hear this, and ftraightway they, 















As dancing to this Mufick, Frisk and Play. 

A noble gratitude they teach, whilft for thefe fhowrs, 
_ They thankful are, whofe benefit is ours, 

And what, fhall we, who more receive than they, 
And more can render, fhall not we repay 


& 


Thofe thanks to which the lower Creatures all, | 

As well as our Creator, do us call > 

And both we difobey, and both wé wrong, 

If we with all the reft joyn not our Song. 

Since they by us, their Praifes fend to Hea’vn ; 
byus, who know all good Things thence are giv’n. 
And who with Speech and Reafon were indwd; 
Firft to conceive, then fhew our Gratitude. 


Wherefor2 


















| Wherefore Ido adore that Providence, 
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| Which thefe enriching Showers doth difpence. 
That 8 the languifhing and parched Earth, 

| And dying Grain and Herbs gives life and birth. 
The-thirfty Fields which could no moifture get 


| From Springs or Rivers, are refrefht with wet , 


) in fuch away, as would mirac'lous feem, 


Did not the commonnefs abate efteem. 

What makes the Vapours to afcend on high, 

| And there condenfe to Clouds, that fill the Sky? 

| What makes thofe hollow Clouds ftrong to contain 


| Within their Wombs vaft Treafuries of Rain? 


And what fupports them,when thus weighty grown, 
To keep them from a fudden tumbling down ? 


Juftly we may applaud, juftly admire 


_ The Chymiftry of that Coeleftial Fire, 


f 


- Which from falt Seas frefh Vapors doth extract; 


Like thanks and wonder doth that Art exact, 
Whrnh 
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Which makes the Clouds to hover as they fall, 






















And breaks, and parcels them in drops fo fmall ; 

Which on the Earth, whilft gently they ditt, 

Revive thofe Fruits, which Flouds and Spouts would 

| | ( kill. 

La Thus, Lord, thy Works thy Glory do proclaim ; 

i Both Heav’n and Earth confpire to praife thy Name. 
Ev’n every pile of Grafs, and every Show’r 
Which makes that Grafs to grow, doth fhew thy 

- (Pow’r. 

No lefs they thew thy Bounty to us all, 
On whom thy Sun doth thine, thy Rain doth fall. 
How wondrous is that Bounty which renews 
Daily thofe Gifts, which daily we abufe? 

Mercy is thy delight: O, teach us more 
To imitate that Mercy we adore. 
And whilft the Earth improves the Sun and Rain, ud 


Let us not ftill receive thy Gifts in vain, 
\ Let. 
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| Let warmth and foftnefs in our Hearts be wrought, 
And holy Fruits unto perfection brought : 

Such Fruits as may our Benefactor pleafe , 
Who fends thefe Gifts, and greater Gifts than thefe. 
He gave his Son; his Son did fhed his Blood ; 


By goodnefs, God defigns to make us good : 
And this defign his Goodnefs doth purfue, 
Whilft he affords the rich and heavenly Dew, 





Of’s Word and Grace, to quicken and renew 
Our thirfty Souls. O God, thou art all Love; 
On this alone we live here, and above. 


This doth preferve that Life, which firft it gave ; 





From this the comforts of our Life we have. 

This now gives Grace, and Glory hath prepar’d ; 
_ By this we Work, from this have our reward. 
And fince this Love, with bleffings fills our days, 


Lord give us Hearts as full of Love and Praife- 
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Such Hearts as may direét our Hands and Tongues - 
To pious Actions, and to grateful Songs. 
And as each Moment brings from God above 
Mefcy through which we live, and breathe, and | 
( move; | 
So, Lord, let every pulfe, and every Breath, | 
And every action praife Thee until Death, i 
Which flops that Breath, our Souls fhall thither raife, 
Where love’s our Life, and all our Work is praife. 
And, what Crowns all, where Death fhall not de- 
(ttroy 
This blefled Life of Love and Praife, and Joy. 






















On a Crofs with a Crown wpon it, in Bur= 
ton, betwixt fantainire and Kendale ; 
Sept. 18.---8o. 


His day in Riding through a Town, 





Upon the Crofs I faw a Crown ; 
Which ftraightway brought unto my mind 
What wein Holy Writ do find; _ 

That Chrift did firft his Crofs fuftain, 

- Before he was advanc’d to reign ; 


And this is every Chriftians cafe, 





Who wins the prize, muft run the race. 
Our felves we firft muft well behave, 

| E’re modeftly Rewards we crave; 
Bearing the burthen of the day, 

E’re we receive the evening-pay ; 


M 2 
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And Conquer in our Chriftian fight, 
Before we have to Triumph right: 
And many forrows undergo 

Before the Joys of Heav'n we know. 
Lord, to thy Orders I fubmit, 
Confeffing they are juftand fit : 
Reafon doth teach us, and thy Word, 
The Servant’s not above bis Lord ; | 
By Patience and Obedience, he 

To Glory went, and fo muft we: 

But fince thy Grace alone doth fend 
Help inthe way, blifsin the end, 
Such meafures of this Grace impart, 
Asmay both give ftrength and defert ; 
Lord furnifh me with pow’r and skill, 
To do and fuffer all thy Will ; 

Make me but willing to obey, 


And what commands thou pleafeft lay. | 
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| Make me but able to abide, 
| And how thou wilt let me be tri. 
‘Lord help me fothy yoke to wear, 


Help memy burdens fo to bear, | 
| That when they fhall be both laid down, 


| Imay receive a glorious Crown. 
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On the fight of Furnefs Fells, Fane 19.--71. | 






FT havel {een a barren Mountain fhroud — 
: Fits lofty head within a liquid Cloud, 
i There at its will ( thus height {till makes things | 
( proud ) 
Quaffing up Vapours, which had elfe been Rain, . 
Drinking allup, yet fending nought again, 





But ftill a barren Mountain doth remain; 
-Whilft humble Valleys which do lye below, 
Waiting till Heaven its kindly Dews beftow, 







In Corn and Wine, in Milk and Honey flow. 






.Thus greedy, proud, impatient minds that crave . 





Still more and more, from Heaven or nothing have, 





Or yield no Fruit of whatfoere it.gave. 





Whilft 
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i 
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| Whilft humble Souls, by filent patience, 
Which ftrongly wooes, foon get oveat bleffings 
: ( thence, 


And thither ftill return their recompence. 


2 Se = 
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omecy 














On the Parting of Ways in a Fourney. 


Often as I Travel, find 
: | Aes ways divide my mind ; 
Perplext I {tand, and don’t well know 
Whether I here or there fhould go: 
At length I forward muft advance, 


Guided by gueffes or by chance ; 





' And when I have fome paces gone, 
I find they both do meet in one. 
This gives my mind fome recompence 


For th’ former trouble and fufpence. 





Thus in Religions nicer ways, 








One here, and there another ftrays, 








Each fiercely cries that he’s ith’ rights 
And both my tender mind affright : | 
| Then | 
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) Then tothe Sacred Rule I go, . 
To fee if thismy way doth fhow 3; 





| This humble Souls in great things guides; 


| But fubtle trifles ne’re decides. | 
' When nothing thence is underftood, q 
| The footfteps of the wife and good, | 
With care I trace, and on Thold, 7 : | i 
Till'my mattirer thoughts grow bold | a 
| To flight this trifling difference, a 


As feeming- of mean confequence ; 
| Since in all things of weight they both agree, 
 AndJ in them, with both, this quiets me. 


esse, 
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An account of my Life in the’ North?’ ; 


Bene qui latuit bene vixit. 


Sinn dear friend, wonder how here I live, ri 


This homely Verfe a brief account;fhall gives 
I live, if not in pleafure, yét' at eafe,: | 
Not in loud laughters, but in filent peace ; 
And tho Irarely meet with merriment, 
I more a flranger am todifcontent + 
Here’s no excefs, nor are things needful {cant 
I feldom feaft, but yet I never want. 
No dainties here to luxury invite, 
Our food ferves well the fober appetite, 
Which need not be with poignant Sawces dreft, 
Our healthful Hunger of all Sawce is betft, | 
Do¢tors : 
































fe 


Doétors we have none, nor much need them here ; 
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. The Doctors we more than Difeafes fear: | 

For Country-folks think they fell death too dear. 

| Altho I lie not on a rich Down-bed, 

Yet do fweet fleeps refrefh my weary head. - 

| No Walks or Gardens here, but yet the Field 
And fragrant Meadows equal pleafures yield: 

No Lutes or Viols entertain my ear, 

| But more melodious Birds I daily hear. 

Riches I have not, nordo riches need, © 

| Whilft here at eafy rates we clothe and feed. | | 

| I have no Servants whom I may command, 

Nor have I work that needs a Servants hand. 
[am not high enough toenvied be, = * 29 
Nor do I one whom I fhould envy, fee ; 

- Here’s no applaufe to make me proud or vain, 


Nor do I meet with cenfures or difdain : 


pd 
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My people, if they are not wife and great, 





‘Are not untractable through felf-conceit ;. 

No faétious, giddy heads that make a Schifm 

For fear of Popery or. Arminiani[m : 

No fawcy, arrogant controllers, fuch 

That cry, This is too little, this too much : 

No fuch vile wretches who their Preacher hate 

*Caufe he reproves fin at too {mart a rate : 

Wherefore I envy not flocks of more wealth, 

Which give more trouble whilft theyhave lefs health. | 
If of Companions I have no gyeat ftore, i 
_ With my own mind I may converfe the more ; 

‘And from my old Friends tho I am confin’d, - 

Letters may keep us in each others mind: 

Or if, whilft buried here, I lofe their love, 

Yl fix my mind on furer things above, 

But need I Friends, necd I Companions crave, 


Whilf as many Friends as ps ed have: ? 
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Or if I want the joy of bofom Friends, 

i rt "feape the pain which ftill that j joy attends: 

_ For whilft they live our hearts oft ake with fear ; 
But break and bleed when of their death we hear, 

} And if I want the comfort of a Wife, | 

| Ihave the pleafures of. a fingle life ; 








If Ino Gallants here, nor Beauties fee, 


| From flavifh Love and Courtfhip I am free ; 


ih re 


i 
i 


~ What fine things elfe you in the South can name, 


| Our North can fhew as good, if not.the fame: fos 


Ev’n asin Winter you have fhorter Nights, 
But Summerus with longer Days requites, 


_ Thus if my want of joy makes life lefs fweet, 





Death then will feem lefs bitter when we meet, 
| But what is this Worlds Joy? *Tis Innocence _ 


And Virtue that do trueft joys difpence : 


SR SRT AER AS HH 


| If Innocence and Virtue with me dwell, 
They'l make a Paradice of an Hermits Cell, 
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On Plal. 19. 57. Thou art Ke portion, O 
Lord. : 


Iftemper’d men, whofe Souls are all on fire 
1). orearthly toys, do heighten their defire 
By what they reach to ; and the more they have, __ 
The lefs content, the more they ftill do crave : 
Wealth, Honours, Pleafures, alldo but enflame | 
Corrupted Appetites, not fill the fame. 3 
As Oil, when thrown upon a raging fire 
Quenches it not, but makes the flame rife high’r ; 
So they in burning Fevers, whilft they think | 
To cool their heat, encreafe it with cold drink. 
The beft of creatures never were defign'd 


By their Creator to content the mind , 
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Fut are bef{tow’d to lead us unto him ; 

| We up thefe Streams fhould to the Fountain {wim : 
Only thofe blefled Souls who place their love 
On God himfelf,and on the Joys above ; | 
| That folid fatisfaction do attain, pet 1a 
: Which others hunt the World for, all in vain. 
| God is our centre and our place of Reft ; . 

‘He fills alone the moft enlarged breaft. 

| He who enjoys | him always, of excels 
| Will ne’re complain ; nor he of emptinefs 

“Who doth enjoy him fully : Once but taft 
| His fweeteft goodness, and thou ne’re wilt walk 
| Thy time, or love thy ferious thought or pains 
Of things that merit not the name of gains: 
Him thou wilt make thy Portion and thy Lot ; 
Nor fpend thy Coin for that which profits not 
In him are heighths and depths of good, to move 
And fatisfy his peoples boundlefs love. 


. 
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On Pflalm 39. 6,7: 



















' 


Na retired Hermitage I dwell, 


Where no difturbance can approach my Cell ; 
Where fearce with any noife my ears are ftruck, | . | | 
But th’ gentle murmurs of a purling Brook, | 
Or the foft whifpers « of the Winds that move td 4 








The trembling Leaves of an adjoyning Grove; 
Or the fweet mufick of the winged Quire, | 
Unto whofe mirth and freedorn I afpires | 

Here with a calm and eafie mind I fit, 

Froth throngs, from bus nels, and from aitiens aut a 
And hence; as from an higher Region, Lo 
The waysof mortals on this Earth defcry, 
Their toilfom follies, and their fruitlefs pains, 
Rrcavy: their toils, alas, but {mall their gains ; | 
: Shadows. 

| 
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| Shadows they follow, dote on painted toys, 
Strangers to manly, folid, lafting joys. 
Here fee the Earthworm lab’ring in a Mire 
' For heaps of Clay, which tho he doth refine, | 
‘Tr’s full but glittering Clay ; yet the poor flave 
Here digs, Lil unawares he finds ‘his Grave 
Where down he lies, but leaves behind his Gold ; 
(For which his Liberty, his Fate, his Soul he fold) 


‘a 


3 
: 


ae 


f 
: 


His Gold he leaves oft to an .ufiknown Heir, | 
| ye 
Who wildly watts the fruits of all his care: | 


$1 oh 


Strange madne(s this, which Mifers hath pofleft, 





Who ftarve themfelves to make their Heirs a feaft. 
Here fee the proud Man hunting after Fame, 1 
| And yet by vice and bus ’nefs blots his name; 
Adores him(elf, and would have all adore, a 
And therefore is by all defpis'd the more s 
| Scéens to fabmit to any Man, and yet 
| ‘To his own Paffions vilely doth fubmit. 











He lavithes much labour, skill, and time, 




















Up into fomehigh dignity to climb ; 


On which his vain defigns, if Fortune fmile, | 





We Tott'ring and trembling there he ftands a while ; 
' ) Till thence by fome flight puth he headlong fall, 
Vy Whither he up by tedious fteps did crawl. : 


Unweildy greatnefs, and his dangerous height, 


Make him to fall with greater fhame, more weight 
The Manof pleafure thinks himfelf more wife; 
Gilt Earth and pop'lar air he doth defpife ; 
Delights he craves more fit for flefh and blood ; 





Give him his grofler and more favoury mud, 
The pleafures of his Throat and Luft, wherein 
Wallowing, he drowns himfelf and fenfe of Sin ; 
And yet his courfe his owndefigns doth thwart, 
Rendring the Life he’s fond of, dull and fhort. 


The pleafures that he takes,his health deftroy, 





Ficalth, without which no pleafures we enjoy : | 






His 
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His pleafures leave far greater pain behind ; 
They pleafe: his fenfes, but torment his mind. 
1O brutith fenflef wretch? who when he might 
With Angels taft of pure and high delight, 
Will rather chufe on pois’nous dirt to dine, 
Will chufe in filth to lodg with Dogs and Swine. 
, Well, let them take their choice ; But how {hall I 
» This thort fwift moment {pend before I dye? 
What fhall I feek> What thall I wait for here? 
Oh! need’ft thou ask what fhould to thee be dear, 
My Soul 2 What is it, when this World is gone, 
Will then thy portion be? Seek Him alone, 
_ Evnthe Eternal God, the only reft 
Of Holy Souls, who in his Love are bleft : 
His Love fhall Honour be, his Grace my Treafure, 
- His Service and his Smiles, my higheft Pleafure. 
May I but feel I love, and know I pleafe 
My God, I'l ask no greater things than thefe 
O 2 
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No greater on this Earth... ButhereI’l wait. 

That happy hour, wherein he fhall tranflate 

My weary wandring Soul | unto her refh, 

When fhe of Joys Divine fhall' be pofletts..°. fl 
Joys flowing from the: plefled God, and. oes. ih | 
Blefed the Souls whodo of chem partake *);.' >! 


. My hope} my truff, ry-Joye on him Pl place;.>y) 


Waiting till I in joy behold his face,, 























On Luke 11. 14, Ges 


: W Hen Satan from a Sinners heart 
Ejected is by Grace, | 
| Reftlefs through malice, fill he firives 


To gain his ancient place. 


He who doth readmit this Gueft, 





His ftate becomes much worfe, 
‘His wickednefs more hainous is, 
Greater fhall be his Curfe. 
Then watch and pray; the very firfi 
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Conftantly-ufe the means of Grace, 


Promoting Holinefs. 
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Engage us to thy felf, that we 
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A firm poffeffion take ; 
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Seneca Ihyefes, Act, 2. 


OTe quicung; volet potens 

5... culmine lubrico; 
Me dulcis faturet quies: _ 

| Obfcuro pofitus loco 

Leni perfruar otio. 

Nullis nota Quiritibus 

/fEtas per tacitum fluat. 


Sic cum tranfierint mei 





Nullo cum ftrepitu dies, ) : ; | 
Plebeius moriar fenex: 
Mors illi gravis incubat, 
Qui notus nimis omnibus 


Ignotus moritur fibi, 





















In private fhades with peace and fafety bleft ; i. a 


















A Plain Paraphrafe. 


E'T who will climb ,to heights of Heftout,. 
( where : 


What they with labour get, they, hold with tear. | 


On lower ground give me an humble neft, 


Here I'l in filence pafs my fliding years, ¢ 
Strange to great men,ftrange to their cares and fears: 
In this obfcure, quiet recefs fhall I. | 


An honeft Country Parfon live and die. ea 





But dreadful terrors do his death attend, 
































Who all his time in crouds and neifedoth {pends ff 





Knows not himéelf, nor thinks.of -his lafiiend. «1d 




















ATranflation of the firft Epifile of Seneca 
to Lucilius. 


: HL: on,brave friend, in thofegood purpofes _ 


Thy laft did mention by fuch means as 


. (thefe 
| Live to thy felf; the time that heretofore 
~ So many ways was loft, now lofe no more. 
Our time, fome’s ftoln (believe me what I fay) 
Some fairlier feems withdrawn, fome flips away. 


| But of all ways noneis a worfe mifpence, 


| Than lofing it by floth and negligence, 
View with attentive eyes the moft of men, 
With whom thou doft converfe, and tell me then 
Is not their life, much of it, loofely fpent, 


Idly yet more, all on impertinent 
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And trifling things is loft> Where canft thou name 


A man that prizes time? that fets thefame 





















Value on Hours as Gold, who every day | 
Perceiveshe’s dying, whilft days wear away ? 
"Tis a miftake to think death yet to come 

As allat once, which always works, and fome 
Of it’s already paft: -for all the breath 

We have, expir’d is in the hands. of death. 
Act as thou fpeakeft, ‘then with all thy pow’r | 
Lay hold on and improve each prefent hour. 

Son to morrow needft thou not depend, 

If thou to day haft wifdom well to {pend. 

All things without us can’t be call’d our own, 

But Time is.truely ours, and Time alone. 

This fleeting flipp’ry thing doth nature give, 

As riches,to poflefs whilft here we live. 

Yet of this precious treafure easly may 

Who ever will, vaft portions fteal away. 


Strange 













Strange folly this! that things of little coft 


Or worth, things eafily repaird when toft, 
Should be fo priz’d, that men beftow’d with fuch 


Mean things as thefe, themfelves they reckon much 


Obliged to theDonor, but we hear 


No thanks for this rare jewel ‘Time; fo rare, 


That Gratitude it felf no way can find 
- Whereby it may this sift repay in kind. 


But you may ask how I from day to day 


My time do fpend 2 whether I my felf obey 


My felf herein? Iam, I muft-confels, 

Like one who joyns care with his lavifhnels; 
Who though’s expences do his bounds furmount, 
Yet of ’s expences ftill he keeps account. | 
I dare not fay [lofe no time, yet I 

So careful am,that I can tell you why, - 

And how, and what Ilofe: fo the fame Fate 


?min with him who toa poor eftate 
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Not through his own fault is reduc’d, to whom 
Pardon fromall, fuccour from none doth come. 
Thus I can tell how I come poor: but what ? 
Is that man poor who hath enough? Sure not. 
Yet you, my friend, Irather would advife : 
With care to keep your time, betimesbe wife ™ : 
Toufe it well, you the old Proverb know, | 
Thrift comes too late when th’ Purfe is grown too _ 
Clow. | 
And rather hafte, fincé Old-age Time behind 
Not only leaft, but worft, we ufe to find. 


seneca: 
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Seneca Epift. 70. 


F well be friends, it feems I muft relate 
My each days actions; fee at what a rate 
OF freedom I converfe with thee, and will 
Keep nothing from thee, fo to keep thee ftill. 
I vifit now the Schools, and lately there 
Did the Philofophers difputing hear. 
What at thet years? why not? what fhould cars 
To learn at length, ’caufe I have long forborn > - 
{juftly happy fhould my {elf efteem, 
Was this the only act did misbefeem 
My years. This School all ages doth admit; 
- Let us whilft young, when old let’s vifit it. 
{tothe Theater am carrid, age 


is held uo plea to keep me from the Stage 
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Seldom a bloody fencing-match is made 






“Twixt Gladiators, but I fee it plaid, 






Are Sports before Philofophy prefer’d > 





















Mutt thofe be feen, ard ‘may not this be heard?> 
Perfection only may difmiffion give . 

From Eearning ; whilft thou liv’ftlearn how to live, — 
Receive this neceflary truth from me, a 
Whom old my felf, old men fhould learners be. 
But Oh the madnefs of our age! when I Ys | 
(Asin my way, you know, to th’ Schools) pafs by 
Th’ Stalian Theater, what crowding’s there 

(So men about the Cryer flock) to hear 

The Grecian Mufick, here Oh toyifh pride ; 

Who tunes his Pipes beft Auditors decide. | 

Mean while thofe places where good men {hould be, 

We only full of empty Seats do fee. 

¥ea and their few frequenters moft deride 


As dronith fools, men lazily imploy’d, 
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| Welcome fuch jeers, with files encounter them’; 
A fools contempt, a wife man will contemn. 

On, on Lucilius, now thy Studies ply, 
| Left growing old, thou Scholar turn, as I 


| Am glad todo: Now haften, or undone, 


Thy age will leave the work thy youth begun. 
® Why, why what progrefs fhould I make? Doft ask? 
What yet haft done? what thinkft? Believe’t a task 
_ Wifdom to get; high titles may, I know, 
And unfought Honours be conferred; fo 
_ Men may be wealthy by inheritance ; 


_ But where’s the man whofe virtue came by chance ? 


| 
| 








This, this with pains is got, *twill coft no lefs 
The man that would in one alf goods poilefs. 
What's honeft, only’s good ; thofe things that pleafe 


_ The fancies of the vulgar, nor in thefe 





Is certainty or truth; [le tell youwhy 
_ [think thus: for I did not juftifie 
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You fay, in th’ letter that I fent before; 






This my aflertion, but did praife ic more 
Than prove it; In a word then, each thing’s known! 


Good, by what’s firftand properly its own, : 





Thus we commend the:clufter-laded ‘Vines, 


The induftrious fervant, and-good tafted Wines. | 
Why is the Carriers horfe made ftrong 1’th’ back ?_ | 


\ 


But ’caufe he is appointed for the pack. | 


’Moneft a variety of dogs, in thofe  _ : 





That hunt the Game by th’ fent, we praife the nofe. | 
Swiftnefs in them that take their prey by flight ; 
Fiercenefs in thofe which with wild beafts do fight. 
In every creature what's moft genuine 
And felf-peculiar, anfwering the defiga 
"Twas made for, that it’s beft is judged ; then: 
Reafon’s the beft accomplifhment of men. 
Reafon doth man fartheft from brutes remove, 
Exalts him neareft to the Gods above. : 

"Tis 






















' *Tis this alone is mans propriety ; - 

In other things beafts {hare as well as he. 

Is he indu’d with flrength > fo Lions are. 

With beauty ? why, the Peacock may compare 
With him. Or is he fwift ? fo isan Horfe. 

i need not fay Man in all thefe is th’ worfe. 
Excluding accidents, what can he claim 

For his 2 He hath a body ; true, the fame 
Have Trees. Or voluntary motion, fo 

Have worms: A voice; but Dogs we know 
Have fhriller mouths: A Bull can louder roar 
Than he can hollow : Nightingales have more 
Melodious throats. Reafon is therefore his, 
His happinefs depends alone on this. 

If Beings have a proper good, and then 

Begin to be accounted happy, when 


The good they were defign’d for, they pofleS 5 


Reafon confummate, is mans happinefs. 
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*Tis this we call Virtue or Honefty, 
Synonimous both thefe expreffions be. 

We now enquire not what in general 

Is good, but what we may a mans Good call. 
Virtue, thou fay’ft, is eas’ly underftood, 
That it isa, but not the oly good., 

Yet it appears fo, fince in all you love 
Virtue by’t felf: in all, Vice difapprove. 
Suppofe a man bleft with o’reflowing wealth, 
Honours, Retinue, Friends all great, good health ; 
Yet can thefe outfide bravenefles {carce fee 

You to approve him, if he vicious be. 
On th’ other hand, imagine one in wants, 
Friendlefs, ne’re waited on by Supplicants ; 
Claiming no honour as his birthright, no 
Continued line of Anceftors can fhow ; 

Yet his known goodnefs will thy love procure 


Maugre thofe difadvantages: Then fure 
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We muft allow, that th’ only Good of man, 

) Which in the abfence of all other can 

- Get that efteem ; nought elfe can, wanting this. 
The like in other things apparent is. 

A painted finenefs, Gold or Silver bealk, 

Rich fading, Ivory Ceilings, do not fpeak. 

Ships therefore good, but a clofe-jointed building | 
Well rigo’d into a firmnefs, neither yielding 

To waves or ftorms; a fitnefs to obey 

The Pilots hand that doth direct its way. 

The Sword it felf we praife not for the gift 

Belt that it hangs in ; for a Silver Hilt, 

Or Scabbard fet with Pearls; but when it’s made 
Of well-wrought fteel, an Armour-piercing Blade. 
So in his Rule, the skilful Architect 

Doth ftraightnefs, not fine workmanfhip refpect. 
Each thing claims praife for th’ innate propertics 


That ferve its end, not bare appendices. 
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it skills not what men have then, how they fill 
Their Chefts with Us’ry, how much Land they till ; 





I i How many crouching Honourers they have, 
What coftly Glafs they drink in, or how brave ~ 
Rich Beds they lie on, what fine Clothes they wear, 
How high they live: No, but how good they are. 
And then they’re good, when in their actions they, ) 
Reafon conform’d to Nature's Laws, obey. 

This Virtue is, which doth its owners make 

Blefled ; and works as they of this partake, 
Goodnefs derive ; fince nought but what doth flow 
From this is good, fure it alone is fo. 

if you will grant all humane goods confind 
To vvhat’s moft properly the man, his Mind, 
Virtue alone will be admitted, vvhich 
Confirms, enlarges tothe nobleft pitch, 
-Exalts the foul; Whatever elf incites, 


And feems to gratifie our appetites, 








Enfecbles, and corrupts them in the end : 
‘Such objects whilft they fpecioufly pretend 


To heighten our conditions, they: but raife 


An empty {welling pride, and fo debafe 


Our minds, and ‘with the pageantry of Shews, 


_ And pompous Nothings, they our hopes abufe. 


In all our actions reference mutt be had 


| For guidance of our lives, to Good and Bad. 


From thofe impartially confulted, we 


Learn what perform’d, what muft omitted be. 


Let the refolv'd good man his duty know, 

He will thereto through hardfhips, lofies, go, 
And threatning dangers; but no proffer’d price, 
No honour, fafety, eafe, can him intice 

To what difhoneft feems ; no hopes invite 

Him to what’s ill ; from good no fears affright. 
Virtue and Vice feem only good and ill, 


Since a refpect to thefe fhould rule our will, 
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And give us Laws whereby our lives to frame. 






An even Virtue which all times the fame 






Tenour retains, is of all goods the betft, 





Becaufe who own it once, are difpofleft 















Thereof by no attempts of force or art : 
This Wifdom ne’re to folly can revert. 

We meet with frequent inftances of thofe, 
Whofe inconfulted rafhnefs doth expofe 
Them to thofe hardfhips common fpirits fear, : 
Who trample om what others hold moft dear. 
Thus have fome Voluntaries dar’d to hold 
Their hands like fire-brands in the flames;whofe bold 
Refolved laughter not the tort ring rack 

Difturbd, but they could fmile whilft finews crack. 
‘Men of fuch hardned tempers oft have been, | 
Whiofe tearlefs eyes their Children dead have feen ; 
Who have encountred Death in fearlefs fort. : 
Thus Love; Ambition, Rage dare dangers court. 
And 
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‘And fhould judicious Conftancy do lefs 
/Than but a fit of furious fenflefnefs > 
Nor good nor ill thofe things are, which the wife 


Always, and which fometimes the rath defpife. 





| Tis virtue only hath deferv’d the name 

Of good, which’midft all Fortune’s ftill the fame, 
Walks with a noble and regardlefs {tate ; 

Rendred by none dejected, nor elate. | : 
| That ought is good befide what’s honeft, this ie 
Conceit deftructive of all Virtue is. 


Hence men will think they may, and ftrive to find 


Somewhat that’s good, not feated inthe mind. 
| But this Opinion is fale, this courfe | | 
¥ 


Repugnant is to Reafon,Virtues fource. . | o- 


| He the good man, you will confefs, appears 
Who moft religioufly the Gods reveres, \ 
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Who, what misfortunes ever him befall, 


Doth with a chearful patience bear them all 
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As ord’red by an higher Providence 

Which to each one his portion doth difpence. 
Then with zn argument this {trengthens us, 
Since pious Honefty doth dictate thus, 

To be fubmiffive to the Gods, and not 

Fret at mifchances, nor bewail our lot, 

Nor quarrel at their Orders, but refign 

Our felvesto them, and do what they enjoyn. 
If any thing but Honefty may go 

For good, what inward vexings hence will flow 2 
Ananxious wifh a long life to attain, 

Follow’d with carking reftlefnefs to gain 

Life’s Utenfils, which is an endlefgcare, 
Roving, and vain, which no wife man can bear. 
But Honefty, that certain good is found, 

Which our affections, and purfuits can bound. 

If pomp, wealth, pleafures, make us happy, then : 


“We may the Gods lefs happy judg than men. 
if 















If Souls exift from bodies feparate, — 
| We juftly hopea more exalted flate, 
Than what they now arrive at whilft immerft 
In duller matter: but it will be wortt , 
If thefé enjoyments which fhe doth partake 
By th’ bodies mediation, for its fake 
Are real goods; But how abfurd is this 
To think the Souls releafe can worft its blifs? 
Shall the wide World-expatiating free mind 
Fall fhort of what it was when earth-confind 3 
If ought external’s good, we muft confefs, 
Beafts fhare herein, and fo in bleffednefs. 
But Honefty the only good we call, | 


For which wife men dare do and fuffer all. 


But raife thy thoughts a while, and then if clear 


This notion doth not to thy felf appear, 


Pl makethy felf the judg: Imagine then 


Thy death might hugely ferve thy Country-men., 
Wouldt 
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Would’ft thou not it with patience (now confefs 

Suffer, yea,and embrac’t with willingnefs. 

See what.a priceon Honefty you fet, 

Whilft ev’n for it, yow all things elfe forget. 

You for the common good dare dye, altho 

You dye as foonas of your death you know. 

Elfe in a fmall time intervening, they 

Who nobly dye, rewarding pleafures may 

Conceive: Tho flaughter d Heroes in their Grave, 

Of Earths affairs no farther knowledg have ; 

Tho their braye actions here perform’d, create 

No fatisfaction in a future ftate ; ; 

Yet whift they in premeditation view 

The fair advantages which will enfue 

Their deaths(which like themfelves had noble ends) 
aieir Countries good, or fafety of their Friends, 

They fuffer not, but rather death enjoy, 

Whilft in a pleafing extafy they dye. 
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But yet e’en they whofe more furprizing fate 
eprives them of the laft great pleafure, that ) 
Their forethoughts might afford, without delay - | 
Dare fearlefs meet their hafty death, whilft they 
All other interefts wave, sarod: alone 
A well-deferving action to have done. 
Offer diffwafives to their enterprize, | 


Tell them their more deferving memories 
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Will not furvive them long, their Cou: ntry too | | 


aera 


petites 


= 


Unkind, will undervalue what they do. 


To all they’ anfwer, Thefe are by-refpects; 


ee 


This work not for felf-relative effects, 


r 


But for its Honefty, we undertake, 





Whicl h ee ge can porfwade us to forfake. 

f This is th’ apparent good which not alone 
The perfect, but all generous minds.do own. 
Allother things men ftudy to attain, 

Are poor enjoyments, mutable and vain; 


R 2 | Empty 
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| Empty of ought but trouble: For they are 
| We Got and poffeft with equal anxious care. | 
And tho indulgent fortune may amafs 
-. And. heap them on her favourites, alas ! ; 
They are but burthens which.the bearers prefs, 
Sometimes o’rewhelm them with their weightinefs. 
The Purpled Nobles, Silken Gallants, thofe 
Men gaze at fo; if fearch’d into, difclofe 
~'Themfelves-but owners of an happinels. 
The Stage-play Actor borrows from his drefs, 
‘Which richly glorious, witha flately port 
Like the great one he perfonates, extort 
To's affum’d felf fome few hours reverence from 
Wanton {pectators, who returning home, 
Are {oon of thofe opinions difpoffeft, 
He into’s former meannefs is undreft. 
They are not'great whom raifed we behold 
To Honours heights,or Mountain tops of Gold : 
Their 
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‘Their advantageous ftanding puts a cheat 
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On common eyes, which mifconceive them great, 
_ And fail to take their altitude aright, 

Meafuring the Ground they ftand on. for their 
: 7 -.. Cheight. 
| A Dwarf’s a Dwarf, tho placd upon an Hull ; nk 
A Giant in a Vail’s a Giant fill, | 


i 


But we for tl’ man miftake his ornaments, 


i 


<m 
ree tty! 


For what’s his own but borrow’d accidents ; 


Divelt him of ‘his Riches, Honours, thofe 


Te ae 


Bounties of flatt’ring Fortune, which impofe 


is) 


On ignorant admirers, whofe fhort view 


rtatanatata 


Reacheth but outfides ; wave his Body too : 
‘Then make a judgment of him whether he 


Great from himéelf, or from externals be. 





Can he with lively looks, heart undiftreft 





Behold the glitt’ring Blade fet to his breaft, 
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As carcletsaphetlicn’ Soul by’s mouth, or by 






His wider wound forth from his body fly 






Can he with an unmoved patience bear 






The great’{t misfortunes 2? And-when he fhall hear - | 






Threatnings of Tortures, Prifon, Banifhment, 






Or all that witty T'yrannies invent, 













As their own pleafirres, and the Coward’s fears, 
Can boldly fay, No danger now appears 

To me? «I long fince have forethought themall’; - 
Learn‘ to prepare for whatfoe’re may fall : 
Preexpectation doth alléviate ill, 

Which blinder confdents of fortune will 

As not forefeen, and fudden, ftrange efteem, 
And thisfurprifal makes it greater em: 

For what intolerable did appear 

At the arft fight, by ufe men learn.to bear. 

What fufferings, Fools, that Providence the Wife | 


Doth teach, who thereby doth familiarize 


4 
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Ils to himfelf: whilft daunted thofe ery, We 
| Thought not fuch fortunes did await us, he 
Did to the worft himfelf obnoxious know ; 


t 


‘Come what will come, he knew it might be oh 
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A Parapbrafe on the 22d.0de of Horace. | 


4 
f 


Integer vite, Ge. 

HE upright man whofe heart and life is pure | 

From guile and vice, needs neither Sword 

: | (nor Spear, 
His Virtue ever makes him fo fecure, - : 

He needs no Bow; nor poisned Arrows wear ; 

Cowards, or wrathful men, themfelves thus arm, 

The good man neither does, nor fears he harm. : 
He that has tanyd the Tyger in his Breaft, 

Wild Lufts and Paifions, fafe may take his road 
Through Woods and Deferts, never-fearing-Beaft, 
~All will adore him, asa petty-God, 

All will approach him with deep reverence, 


Paying the homage due to innocence. 
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__AsI the other day: did. carelefs rove, 
| Having no weapon but a well-ftring’d Lute, 
I fpid an huge fierce Wolf within theGrove, 
Who by my mufick charnyd, did there ftand 
) (mute, 
' And.wondring feem‘d to liften, whilft my Verfe 
Did th’ praifes:of eternal love rehearfe. 
_ Strange fire of heav’nly love which reconciles 
The Savage Beafts, and angry-Elements, 
_fEurns rage and fury into friendly fmiles, 
And mifchief‘either conquers or prevenits ; 
To him vvho.doth the great Creator love, 
The World of creatures all vvill harmlefs prove. 
This Armowr’s ftrong, tho light: aCoat of Mail 
Not to be pierc’d by Bullet or by Steel ; 
It gives a ftrength o're vvhich nought can prevail ; 


May 1 its force vvithin my breaft but feel, 


foes Fearlefs 
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Fearlefs le follovv vvhither Fate fhall calle «+ 
Smiling T'l bear vvhatever fhall befall. 

Place me on Northern Hills of frozen Snovv, 
On which the Pole-ftar doth dire@ly land, © 
There will [ give the love and praifel owe | 
To him whofe love makes that‘apleafant Land. 
‘Gainft frofts and Snows Love” is’ the only. 
| | (charm, | 
Thefe flames melt Snows, thefe flames my breaft : 
~ Chall warm. | 

Or throw me on the parched Lydian Sands , 

Where flaming Sun-beams do the Travler: burn ; 
Love all Divine, thofe feorching heats withfands, 
Gods Love will Deferts to-a Garden turn; 


His.Smiles, his Words are Fountains, ‘Shades and 


C Breeze. 


Each place is Paradice, when 1 have thefe. 


No 
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No Winter frofts, this holy Love fhall chill, 
No profp’rous Summer’s heat hall it abate; 
But higher it fhall fame, and higher ftill, 
Till it to Heav’n my Soul in Flames tranflate: 


God's Love is all I crave in Heaven above : 


On Earth below, I only craves Gods Love. 
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Lib. I. Martial Epigram 6mm. 


N Eagle once a Child aloft did bear, ‘| 
The Child fecure, the Eagle moft in fear, — 


Thus Cefars Lions fport them with their Prey, 
The Hare in their wide Mouth doth fafely play- 


— =— ws 








Which then the greater Wonder fhall be thought ? 
A mighty Power each to pafs hath brought, 


Jove did the firft, the latter Cefar wrought. 




























For M. M. upon her Recovery, when at 
| Antwerp. 


H, praife the Lord, my Soul, humbly adore 


>» 'The riches of his Grace, which moré and 


pessoss 


(more | | 


To me his Haridmaid hath been ftillexpreft; i 
Let Love and Praife be equally encreaft. - 
| "Twas God, who firft did Life and Reafon give; 
By him Iam preferv’d, in him! live: 

His Mercy, and his Pow’r did lately fave 


My Soul from Death, my Body from the Grave. 











Tis juft, I to my God fhould wholly live, 
Who hath renew’d the Life he firft did give. 
“Thou that didft make me put my mind in frame ; 


Make me thy Servant, who thy Creature am. 


EoTEHHEY EHTRRE RES eH Repeat 
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As thou haft lately made my Body whole, 
So do much mofe for my more precious Soul. 
What thou haft wroughit without,now work within ; 
My pain is gone, Lord cleanfe me from my Sin: 
Thy healthful Spirit upon me beftow , 
That I in Grace may daily ftronger grow. 
So {trengthen me, that I may walk in ways 
| Of Holinefs and Peace through all my daies, 
Till thou fhalt take me hence to live above 4 


In endlefs Joys with thee, thé God of Love. 


Written 
















[Written on Dr. Patrick’s Devout C briftian, 
given to a Friend. | 


ag N Prayer, the Tongue hath but the lefler part ; 
[ Devotion’s chiefly feated in the Heart: 
This with our Lips we humbly muft exprefs, 
_ And in our Lives by ferious Holinefs..-: 4} OU 
They who on .Earth, with Heart, Li ips, 1 Life, adore 
| Their God, in Heav’n fl rall_praife him evermore: 


Whilft then our Pray’rs begin, and end the Day, | 


Let’s daily liveas ftrictly as we pray. 











‘Au Epitaph defign d for that moff excellent- 
ly accomplifht and Publick-[pirited Gen- 
ert. William Banks Ef; , of Win-| 
ftanly in Lancafhire ; who died’ at 
Chaftleton 7 in Oxfordthire, July 6,--76.| 


Nder this Monument the Reliques lie - | 
U OF 2 Great Man, all that of him could die 3 


Who whilft he liv’d, liv’d to the nobleft ends, 

To ferve his God, his Country, and his Friends: 
Wherefore his God, his Friends, his Country sive 
Freedom from Death, and make him {till to live: : 
His Soul a God in Regions lives above, 
In Regions like his Soul, all Peace and Love + | 
‘With deareft Friends his precious Memory 


“Lives frefh and fragrant ; nor with them fhall die. | 
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| His grateful Country doth preferve his name, 











_ Juft Praifes, andtrue Tears, Embalm the fame : : 
| His lovely Picture ftill hath Life and Breath, 

| In hopeful Children ; fo fmall Power hath Death a 
_ Over good Men, who when they feem to yield, 
Then, liketheir-dying Lord, they win the Field; 
| Only the Grave in peace retains their Duft, 


Until the Refurrection of the Juft. 


ees 


i 
/ 


‘altis ille bonis flebilis occidit ; 
lulle flebilior quam mibi, 
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On A.M. a tender Infant. 


Ere Sweetnefs lies, and Innoceneé, whofe 


f 


( Breath : 
Was ftopt by early, not unfriendly Death : 





She’s gone to reft, juft as fhe did begin 
Sorrow to know, before fhe knew to fin : 
Death that doth Sin and Sorrow thus prevent, 


Is the next Bleffing to a Life well fpent. 











C 


| BifbopWirxins’s Pitture. 
Decemb, 30, --82. 


His is his Shadow, who was once the Glory 
And Pillar of our Briti/b Church ; whofe 


Ages tocome fhall wondring read, this Age 
Shall mourn his death, tremble at its prefage : 


He was all that which makes men great and gooa ; 





But’s lofs will make his Worth beft underftood. 
His juft Defcription I no more can give, 


Than th’ Painter can make this his Picture live ; 


tf com Wal 
( Story | 
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His truer Picture lives within my mind, 


And in the pious Works he left behind ; 

In both, my forrows fome relief fhall find : 

Till his great Soul ere long I meet above, 
Amongtt bleft Spirits in Heav’nly Joy and Love. 
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True Beauty. 


ET blind Admirers, handfom Faces pratfe, 
And graceful Features to great Honour raife $ 

The Glories of the red and white exprefs ; 

I know no beauty but in Holinefs : 

If God of beauty be the uncreate 

Perfect Idea, in this lower State 

The greateft beauties of an human mold, 

Who moft refemble Him, we juftly hold ; 
~ Whom we refemble, not in flefh and blood, 
But being pure and holy, juft and good. 


May fuch a Beauty fall but to my fhare, 





Cet ts 


For curious Shape, or Face, I ne’re fhall care. 
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4 i 


On my Piéture. 


EE herethe Shadow of another Shade, 

w_P Which, like its Piture, foon away will fade; : 
To Worms and Moths a Portion foon will fall, ; 
Both fhort-liv’d Copy and Original. } 
And yet rejoice, my Friends, fince th’ unfeen mind ) 
Lives when dead Shades and Corps are left behind 3s 
And fhall we be concern’d what will become | 
Of fading Faces, rotten Bones and Tomb, 
Whilft th’ unfeen Mind » whofe form no art can 

°C draw, 
Exempted is from Deaths feverer Law ? 
Virtue doth Life and lafting Beauty give ; 
Virtue and virtuous minds for ever live 5 

With 
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With God they live in joys together, where, 2 
Of lofing God, Joys, Friends, isno more fear, 
_ Rejoice then Friends, this Glory make your choice, 


Always do good, always in ‘God rejoice, 
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Books Written by Mr. John Rawlet, B. D. ana Jol | 
by Samuel Tidmarth, 27 Cornhil.. 


Chrift, fhewing the ungodly their contempt) 

of Chrift, in their contempt of the Sacia-| 

mental Covenant. With a Preface chiefly defigned for 
I the fatisfaction of Diffenters, avd to exhort all men tt 
| Peace and Unity. | | 
An Explication of the Creed, the Ten Commands} 
ments, and the Lords Prayer , with the addition ©) 
fome Forms of Prayer. | 
A Dialogue betwixt two Proreftants, (in anfwel| 
toa Popifh Catechife called, a fbort Catechi{m againf 
nil Sestaries ), plainly fhewing, That the Memter) 
of the Church of England are no Seéctaries, but trut) 
| : Catholicks, and that our Church is a found part 0| 
wy Chrift’s holy Catholick Church, in whofe Commu| 
| ajon therefore the People of this Nation are mof, 
| trictly bound in Confcience to remain. | 
i | The Chriftian Monitor, containing an earnel, 
i Exhortation to an Holy Life, with fome direction 
“inorder thereto ; written ina plain and eafie Stile 


for all forts of people. | 
Poetick Mifcellanies. 


. Treatife of Sacramental Covenanting with) 
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